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Semnt fto Syringa.

“Praln's late,” announced Peter Pol

lock,

He sald 1t apologetleally. But, for
the matter of that, he always spoke In
an humble manner to Mrs, Pollock—to
this Mrs, Pollock, He had been dom-
Incering enough with poor, little, gen-
tle, dove-eyed Syringn, who Just two
venrs ago had been lald to rest on the
rocky slope of u  desolate Nebrasko
prelrle. The nelghbors sald she needed
o pest If ever o person did,  Even the
preacher sald something In his sermon
nbout her having earned repose. Peo-
ple wondered how Peter had ever let
her teke time to die. Ieter was o hard
man and an unsympathetie husband,
but there were those who declded that
he appreclated her when she was gone.
He had nsked the minister several gues-
tlons ns to reunlon after death, :.}nd
when he went down to Kansas Clty
with a car of cattle It beeame rumored
that he had visited o spleftuallst In the
hope of establishing  comamunieation
with the llttle creature he had worked
to death, ag he would never dream of
working o valuable horse, But when,
plx months before the partleular traln
he espeelnlly desired to cateh happened
to be late he murried Miss Regina
Jenks, his fellow farmers grinned and
rubbed thelr beards and sald he had
met hia mateh,

“Late!" echoed Mre. Pollock, In u
deep volce. “How late?™ :

“I—1 didn't think to ask, Regina."

His sponse bestowed a withering look
upon him. She at on the high spring
seat of the farm wogon, holding the
relns over a spruce span of horses, e
stood on the platform. She was looking
dawn upon him, so she had the adyvant-
age. 1t 15 easler to wither with o look
when one {8 higher than the person to
be witherad.

“do and ask,” she commanded, in the
game deep tones,

He went as fast as his shambling feet,
aceustomed  to plodding behind  plow
and harrow, would carry his  spare
frame, premanturely bent by labor and

penurlous self denlal, Mrea. Pollock, sit-
ting st vs a ramrod, glanced con-
temptucusly after hlm. She was o big
boned, rigld, flat-chested woman, with
u firm-hewn face of Indlan outline, In-
desd many sald confidently that }:h-.‘l
came rightfully by her bold hawk noss,
straight black halr and striding wall. |
Her skirt wos brown as n eatalpa  in :
November, and the town drayman had |
beer: heard to remark that her gimiet
eyes “would bore a hote in n foller's
back.”

Peter came back, followed by the
ggent, o friendly fellow, with lLis hat
on the back of hia head and a quid of
tobaceo In his mouth.

“Mornlng, Mre. Pollock. Fine day.
Traln's four hours late. Washout at
Red Clond."”

“What time does the Rock Island
traln leave?"

“In an hour and a1 half"

"Thea we got time to drlve over to
Narky and cateh that, Climb in,
Peter.,”

Peter climbed In. She tolled the
horses skilltully out of the depot en-
closure and turned thelr hends west on
a level road, which presently ,turning
south and crozsing the rallroad trock.
brought them to the bage of the hill
which marked the state line and di-
vided Nebraska from Kansuas

It was a glorfous mldwinter day—the
Eind of a day that one finés ooly on
the plains, Around the rolling plalns
stretched,  measureless,  magnifleent.
The uir was g0 clear one could gew the
wind, quivering Hke a flutterlng rib-
bon, along the bluffs many miles awny.
There were flelds of tuwny cor
and fields where winter wheat glo
emerald green—g verdant prophecy, A
pond, whers the wild ducks came to
1 wuas brimming and purple. And
ad was of intinite beputy,
ind foam asa sky of June,

“What" demanded Mrs, Pollock so
suddenly that Peter jumped, “what dld
¥ou sigh for?”

15 | T
amed | wouldn't do.

“DId I sigh?*

“You did, What's more, T aften cate
¥ou a-siching. And Idon't Uk=1t. Yo
uzerl to be as jolly a man ¢
In Thayer county, Now whe
a-sighing your's groaning.

h
u

u aln't

henrd 1ell of that fool trick 3
last time when you was down to Kan-
Eas City."”

She turned in the seat
gternly down upon Klm. *
none of that done now, T

“What fool trlek?" do
Tatntly,

"You know right weil. Colng to gen
them spirituallsts to 1oy 3 FTingy.
Tain't gedng to Jaw abou, that, though
I will say that o man with e much
Eense a8 & seltln' hon hos got ought
to know better. But now {t's me that's
Your lawful wife, and I won't have you
Philandering after another women,
dead or alive.”

“Very well, Regina.”

“Tou promise you won't go a-huntln’
her ghost around?”

“I'promlse.”

“And “ou ean let the Hve ones be,
tuo. I don't hold that It helps o man's
character to go to the places they eall
theayters, where shamless hunsles play
and sing and dance worse'n that wieked
&lrl did before King Hernd, When you
Bave settled about the mortgane and got
me A dress pattern, and attended to
them other lttle things I teld you of,
you come atralght home, Thix hers'n
Monday. You could alke it to et back
to-marrow night, but 'l lesk far you
Wednesday ot the latest, You've Rot
310 over and abave your ticken. You
can tell me what you dane with nVery
auarter of {t when you come bnok.
There's no call for you tn have your
halr cut at the barber's, [ ean do it
and snve the price. And ¥ou don't need
 buy peanuts. It's awful wasteful to
chaw up a guarter of a bushel ot parn
In five tonls' worth ot Feanuts,” You
henr?

"Dh,j}'t’!. I hear*

“And you'll let the women alone—
both kinds? Say ‘8o help me ' i

“Lowiil,” panted Peter, I will—so—
ar;] help m

t waa Mrx, Pollock now who 'slghe
=4 slgh of kntisfaction, Herp uril]r:: T:fl“u!!]l
Telaxed at the vorners,
broach to a smi
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tennnes, 8
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Reginn had the face of ar a
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"Train's comlng,'* sl declared, 1
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hut Theerd It You'd better push
r:ln't Want to miss twg

and Jooked
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You maka |
me think of our ol! wind mill that |
keeps a-creaking and a-erealing, U've |
you deone |

|'[i'.'-ll to pla
k

‘I don't want |

your tleket, And don't forget what I

i you.!'
w!i'lrrirrr wasn't lkely to forget. Ile
found himself In a serlous and unpleas-
ant slituatlon ta the traln bore him
pastward, Ho hoed told Hegina o lle
ahout the necessity for going to Kansas
Clty, There woe no particular need to
attend to the mortgege Just then, Ile
had made out that bl presénee n the
chief city In Missourl on o certaln day
was Important aud Imperetive, He had
cherlshed o sneaking determinntion to
Nave another “spirit” Interview with
Syringa, to tell her—but that was Pe-
ter's seeret, Anyhow, when he found
himseelf In o positlon from which he
ecoull not recede, und In whith hls mern-
daclty had placed him, he had been
pledged to abstaln from the one en-
thealllng entieement which was draw-
ing him to w larger town than that of
Bubble, Not that his wifes strictures
upon the theatrs annoyed him, The
footllghts held no fauselnation for o man
tortured by seif-seorn and hounded by
renorae, Mo be shut eut from the auda-
elous charma of sirens wits no depriva-
tlun, but to hove spooks also dended
to hitm wne a sad Blow.

He pulled at his stubbp Leard and
stared out of the window as the traln
New along, He was ooman of his word,
He had pever broken hls word,  He
would nat do it now. Dut how, apart
from Reglna's few commi=sions, should
he spend his time In the bl place to
whieh he was speeding? And then the
neediess expense of this wholly unnec-
esgary journey!

He spent the night In a cheap lodging
house apposite the depol,  The next
morning he went up intoe the town, ex-
ecuted Itegina's commiesions, and hung
around the window wherein the clalr-
voyant's sien was displayed until It
was time to cateh hix train. He went
stralght back ta Dubble, and alighted in
the clear yellow light of & wonderful
Janvary sunset—ihe only passtnger
from the cast,

“Canght your traln on the Rock Ts-
land, did you!" asked the ugent, shoul-
dering the mall bage, “Had a plensant
trlp? That's good. ers one up to et
away from home a ee the slzhts In
a while, News? No; nane I've heard
unless nbout Mrs, Cleero Jlarrlson, She
has+had o turn for the worse, and Eld-

| ridge has given her up. Says she can't

Tive the pight out. Your temim aln't here,
Pollock wasn't laok-
on,!

'y eacks .en exira
hunch an hls shoulder, and walked off,

bending under thelr  welght, up the
maln street of the town.  Trembling
ad opeg-maou the prasperous far-
mer stood look r him. His face

wns ashen with ap o, A fqueer o ex-
presajon, geveral expr ang, Indeed, of
hope, daring, doubt, quivered' like sheet
lizatning acrosz his count2nance,
Dyinn!  Mwa, Morrlson—ecommonly
called Mre, Cleero to' distlngulsh ler

from her sister-in-law, Mras Sam Mor-
risan—was dying. Why 0ot send by
har’ o messace to Syringa? He had

being done,  He
e would be de-
that he had not
E Clty. Some merclful
power must have impelled him to has-
ten hom ril bafore It would ba o0
late fo deliver to the lving o message
for the dead. And Hegina had not ex-
pected him, or she would elther have
come herself or have sent the chore boy
with the tewmn. It was all arranged
beautifully, He felt he could got have
: | more  satisfactorily
wis and beneti-

ol such

he

1

‘Il hire a llve r, by gum!" he de-
, In the first flush of his enthu-

*I'l drive out there—no, that
T conder, and ask
questlony, and I aiomizht get word
of it. No, I'll walk out. 'l go In real
and say Mre. Potlock had
over to lin Tor Mrs, Clesro.
¥ amnd natural
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He hastened his steps, but was not in
who
came out of the house, got
,and, turning the team,
wslts direction

Im when Peter

n somber old
® from the road

aald Peter,

Cleero,

ding. He wishes ho'd got a girl to help
you during the thrashing, He wishes
he'd done more of the milkin' himself,
and had let you have the butter and egg
money. He's a-thinkin® all the time of
how sweet you was when you marrled
him, and come out from. the milllnery
shop on (o the farm, He remembecs
how while ‘your hands was,-and what
pretty clothes you  lhad—ribbons, apd
such ke, And he Keeps remembering,
teo, how you got te lagk so thin, and
sad, and ntooped—and 0, how awful
hard-worked your pretty hands looked
when they was erossed on your breast
In, the “coffin. And—and,” his voles
brole, and he gulped, “he'd like you to
know that he's sorrg—sorry—and that,
If he eould anly Nve them ten years aver
again things would be dlfferent—0, o
different!"

“Apaln there was sllepce In the room.

“Do you understand all I sald, Mrs,
Clgtra? If you do, move your hand.”

The fingers on the coverlet moved
restlessly,

“That's right, I'm thankful to you,
Mra, Cicerd, I must  hurry and get
thraugh betore the folks come, You'll
tell her that, 1 know, and If she seems
hurt about my—about mg getiln' mar-
ried agaln, why fust tell her sho ean't
feel nny worse about that than I do,"

ITiln band on the bed opened and
shat. i
“Tell her T wanted gome one to look
after the young calves, and the milk,
and all the rest of It, I didn't think I
was gettin’ one that wouldn't let me
call my roul my own, but that's just
what happened to me-and served  me
right for an old fool, Tell her I caught
a Tartor, Mra, Cleero—a  brown-skin-
ned old mald that—dld pou speak, Mrs,
Cileero? No? -1 thought you anld somn-
thing. Well, I'm gettin' my punlshment
good and hard. Tell her an angel out
of heaven ecouldn't live peacecable with
the kind of u wite I got now, namgping,
cantankerous, small as  ground splee,
and bltter us green gooscberries,”

The hand  on the bed opened and
clutched convalslvely, Peter Pollock
rose with o sigh of relief.

“You're awful good to take these mes-
sages for me, Mra, Cleero, Tell her,too,
thut I'm goln® to zell o lot of hogs that T
got In partnership with Dlck Howard.
She—that pison ivy 1 marrled—don't
know a thing about, therm, and ghe'll
never guess where the noney come from
when the neal tumestone that everwas
planted In the Bubble comelery goes up
over Syringy's grave, I'm golng now,
and my henrt's best thanks to you, I
wish I could do something In return.
There ain’'t much I can do. I'll go to
your funeral In o carrfage, Mra, Cleero,
and I'lL zend in gome of the euttin's off'n
my lilae bushed to be set out in your
lot.  Good-by, and my  dear love to
Syringy."”

Ile met no one as he stole ont, eseaped
from the vielnlty of the house, and
started to walk home, e had to poes
through town to reach his rarm in the
north.  As he walked up the main street
he notieed that the door of the furniture
shop was opein and that the drayman
and Mr. MeLelland, the undertalker,
were lifting o pine box into o wagon,

“iHallo,” he sald, “who's dead 7"

Mr. McLelland, hobbling around as
briskly as his stiff leg would pormit,
turned his shrewd, shite-bearded old
face over hisz shoulder.

“Mre, Morrlson—>Mrs, Cleern,”

*Wh—at!" gasped Peter.

He fell back, starlng wildiy at the two
men.

“Tes, she died this afternoon. Doc
Eldrldge didn't know, and he went out
there. She was dead when he got there,
s0 Eldridge come back, Sam Movrison
has been here and made all nrrange-
ments, He did plek out a real pretty
ecasket, 1T I do say H—quite as fashlon-
able o one as hag ever been brought to
Bubble,”

Poeter stowd rlveted to the sidewallk,

What's the matter with you, Pol-
lock?" the draoyman questioned. “Aln't
you feelin' good?™

“Bhe—she moved her hand!" blurted
Pater, -
MeLelland turned from his congental
K to peer at the gpeaker. The dray-
a grinned as he Hfted the hitehing
ht Into the wagon.

w, he's been to Kansas Clly, pnd
ha's come home rocky. They allus git
full when they go thore."

“Dut he's o prohibitionlst!” protested
the undertaker in a shocked undertone.

“Prohibltlonist nawthin'!  They all

Dr. 5. 8, Hartman, Columbus, O,

to affect mo now." .

ATARRH

THE-'WIND;

Tmproper Treatment of Catarrh op
Neglect of It Invites Trouble,

Mr. J. W. Onre's Exrenies-e,

s an encmy al-
ways in  our
midst, It way-
lays our foot.
steps. It nags
us; it irritates us; then it changes its
name: and kills ws,  Four-fifths of

our prople have catarrh. Some hove it
mildly, eomo severely. Many struggle
sgalust it; others negleet it, but ignor-

ing catarrh or treating it improperly
is piling up trouble.

Pe-ru-nn attacks eatarrh in its
atronghold—the mueous mems-
spbranes —and literally drives
Lag®” [t out. Dr. Harlman, the
& originator of Pe-ru-no, has been
curing catarth for many years,
¥ and he does it with Pe-ru-na,

The univergal cexperlenco with

the use of Pe-ru-nn is that expelling the
catarrh builds ap the system und benefits
tho generns health. Mr. J. W. Orpe, Quansh, Texns, had chronic catarrh of
twenty years' standing. Pe-ru-ns cured him completely. Here is s letter:

DeAR Sin:—"1 was afllicted with n ease of chronie catarrh of {wenty years'
standing. 1 had been partially deaf on the left side for twelve years. Bix
mouths ago I had to be propped up in Led ut night and lie on my side for
fear of choking, I did not thinlk I could be cured. I began talking Pe-ru-na,
lowever, and now belleve myself to be thoroughly eured, My breathing is

erfectly free and ensy, and I caunot too highl
Eu-ru-na and Maon-a-lin. The catarrh does not,

1

by 1.your 1 X
fn the slightest degree, ecem

Catarrh must be attacked vigorously and intelligently or it czn never be
cured. To treat eatarch properly it must be understood,

Dr, Hartman's boois on catarrhal diseases are mailed free on application
to the Pe-ru-nd Medicine Co., Columbus, O. They remove the mystery that
varrounds the subject of catarrh, and are written in o common-sense vein that
all may understand. Special book for women, ealled ** Health and Deauty,”
mailed to women only. All druggista sell Pe-ru-na. F

git full when they go to Kansas Clly, I
teli you. Hi, there, you Jenny!"

Peter Pollock made hla way home—
how, he never preclgely knew. He re-
membered afterward thinking that the
road was rough and he staggered soy-
eral times, 28 If indeed there had been
some foundatlon for the suspiclon of the
drayman. All he could think of was the
terrible qulet figure on the Led—all he
could see wos the hand that had moved,
not once but several times. There was
no light In his house when he renched (t,
He reached the kitchen and Ut a lamp,
Evidently the chore Loy had got. hia
own supper, and afterward gone to hed,
Trollock sat down In the cold, bare room,
and leaned his head on his hands. A
house wasn't of much aceount without
without & woman in it, anil Reginn wns
ns clenn and thorough and capable o
housekeeper ng there was in the whole
gtate of Nebraska, If she had her faults,

The feelng of light-headedness wore
off after nwhile, and despite his uncan-
ny experience  Mr. Pollock  became
nware that he was hungry. If Regina
were there she would fry him a gllee of
ham and make him a cup of coffes that
would couse him to feel llke giving a
whole dollar to the collection for the
misslonary society. Syringa wos swest
—aweret, but there never was n botter
cook than Heginn, It was 9 o'clock—it
wag 10 o'clock. The hungrler Mr. Pol-
lock grew the more he appreciated the
domestle virtues and cullnary acquires
mentt of his wife, Oy the way, where
was his wife? Where was Regina?

At 11 bugpy wheels stopped before
the goar, Peter heard volces without,
Then there were steps around the slde

af the houge, and Reginn came into
the kitchen. 5

“Where have
Peter,

Sha geae fakine off her bornet and
cloak. She looked Lroken and weak—
as it #ho had peen §] for a long thing.

“They sent for me o Mary Mok
risan was tnken bad yesterday, T had
Just gat back from seeing you.off. T

you been?" asked

went over thers, Mrs, Glles-and Carl

0n,

here, T dldnt’ lke to come baclk until
It was all over. Mrs, €am I8 ro ac-
count to manage, you know, and therp
wagn't anybody ecize to get the heft
of things. I'd come away as qulcl
as she dled this afternoon 1€ It wasn't
that one of my¢ bad headaches came
I lay down awhile to see If I
coull. et qt off, Mrs, Sam sald she
woulln't let angone In to bother me,
but I enid If you should get home
from Kansas Clly to-nlght, and come
after me, you'd be anxious, and she'd
better et you in a spell”

She taok the front 1lds off the stove,
shook down the ashes and began pil-
ing: In ecobs from a bushel . basket,
Peter sut motlonlees watching her, Her
faca was groy and stralned In the
Inmp lght, and a strange look was
decpenlng upon It—n look of mystifl-
catlion that was merging Into one of
alarm—of horror. ‘This  lorror  was
only held In eheck by the calmness of
the woman who was Mling the kettls,
|1lnd who now swung It on the blazing
fire,

“I'll make you o eup of coffes, Po-
ter,” she safd; “yon look clean bent.'

He dld not reply, The fearful fo-
cinatlon of his  conjecture was still

sirorgg upon hlm, She el on an
apron and ground the coffee, all the
time maintaining o stlenee that was
meekly stubborn,  She did not spealk
while she ecut and frled the ham of
which he had dreamed, poached n
couple of eggs and sleed the lght,
home-made bread, nor oven when sha
poursd the rich cream In his coffae and
set the dellcious meal before him, He
ate and drank. Refreshed and stim-
ulated he looked pleadingly up at the
second Mra, Pallock. .

“Heginn," he asked, "was vou layin'
down In the room to the right?”

"1 was"

“And—and was I} pou I pave the—
the—" He faltered, broke down.

“The message too Syringi.  Yes—It
was""

Then  there wasn't a sound in the

sald they would sea to things aboit !klln!mn snve the tcking of the clock
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A TERRIFIC HEPORT ON THE IROOKLYN BRIDGE,
The passengers of the Brooklyn brldge were startled the other morning to hear o great report Wlie the exploslon of
o The sound came feom divectly underneath them. It was the paeting of another cable of the Broaklyn bridge,
o they say, the bridge will fall, and llu"n there will be the most awinl eatastrophe of hlstory,, when the L and
aurface cars all go tumbling, Into the BEast rlver beluw, The brldge commlssloners say that the bo'aea g safe for o long
thme 1o come, but the public are afrald of i
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“Hegina,'" he faltered at length,
“Well?"  The volee " was hard and
his heart sank. But the coffee had put
pluck Into him. So he sald resolutely,
“I'm dreadfuv] sorry."

The e2cond Mra. Pollock wheeled
around and stood-leaning agalnst the
kitchen table, both hands gripping It
behind her back.

“So am I. Syringy was as sweet a
lttle soul a8 ever drew brenth, She
was the only boly that come and
nureged me when I had diphtherla and
there wasn't another pereon who would
come nlgh me. I eeen how you mis-
used her and I was porry for her—llke
other folks was 1 marcled you when
You. asked me becouse T wanted a
home of my own, and [ allus thought
I'd ke to have ‘Mrs' cut on my
gravestone, It lcoks maore respectful
and as [f some man had wanted you.
Bet I hadn't gob the sorrow for that
poor little thing out of my head, and
not having any  partienlar love for
tou I made up my mind I'd gee wha
was tyrant this time, . I was, 1 don't
think I was as bad as you made me
out this afternoon, but a body can't
gee Lthelrself, so maybe I was,
I was I'm sorry for it I( you'll call
1t qulis and begin again I'll be as good
a wife to yvou as I know how to be,
Peter Pollock.” /

He rose, touched, changed, entreat-
Ing. In his hard old eyes was “some-
thing that felt ke tears'

“Oh, I wil, Regina, I will!
call It quits, teo, and I wili"

Ho It Is safe to Infer that the mes-
snge sent to Byringa was never de-
llvered In the celestlul world.

ALL ABOUT RIPLEY.

A Correspondent Gives the Jackson
County Seat a Send-OM=How to Get
There—Two Dig Families—A Novel
Case In Court,

To the Editor of the Intelligencer.
SIR:~The county scat of Jackson

county is an interesting point.  The
town of Tlpley Is not unlike n great
many other towns in West Virginla, but
there are very few towns of, say, 600 in-
habltants where more business s done
or where o more energetie lot of busi-
ness men are found.

Ttipley 1s sltunted on Ml creek,twelve
miles from the Ohlo river, and the citi-
zeng  communleate with the outside
world prinelpally by means of the Rip-
ey and MIN Creek Vatlley rallway, This
is o branch of the Ohlo River rallroud
and they run three tralns a day cach
wiy, made up of passengers, CxXpross,
mall, tles and almost everything clse
you can think of.

The distance Is twelve miles and for
fifty-five cents they take passongers the
entire distance In gbout an hour, ‘unless
the train tumbles over an embankment,
which It does at not Infrequent Inter-
vals. However, the only Inconvenlence
resulting I8 the delay In travel, No one
Is ever hurt, In faet they tell me that
not long ago the coach rolled down o
hank, turning aver twice and a woman
holding o babe In her arms crawled out
of the wreek with the Infant still sleep-
Ing peacefully,

Ripley was originally owned by Wil-
llam Paorsons, and his descendants are
leglon, In fact they say If you took the
Parsons family und the Castes out of
the county, there wonldn't be cnough
people left to summon a jury. There
are 350 voters nomed Casto in the coun-
ty. 1f you o out boek wd met o stran-
ger say, “How do you do, Mr. Casto?"”
1t he hesltates just say, “Beg pardon,
Mr. Parsons, T mean'' you are prelty
sure o be right that time.

The town was lofd out by Jacob
Starcher, who also donated the publie
square for o coart house when {t be-
came the county seat In 1835,  The
town takes its nume from Harry Ripley,
a young man who met a watery grave
in Ml erecl while golvg to aleim his
birlde, having hls marrlage Heense in his
pocket,

ipley Is the centre of a bl business,
iler three mercantile houses: the Car-
son Store eompany, D, J, Morrison and
Starcher Bros, are up-lo-date, use
printer's Ink  Nberally and draw trade
tor forty miles nround,

1 met Sherlff Shinn.  The sherlfT won
quite o bit of no ely as the exceu-
tloner of John Morgan last December a
yvear cgo, for the bruinl murder of the
Pfost family. His expense was but §600,
the lightest, it I8 claimed, ever made
for such service. Mr. Shinn s one of
the best posted men In the copnty.  He
esaya the financial affairg were never het-
ter, the people of the county are gen-
eraily prosperous and not a fow farmers
have money 1o loan, He saye money 15
very plentiful, e khows of several eall
loans made at 2 per cent, and thme 1oany
nre fregquept at 6 per cent, He gays
2,000,000 etaves amd fully o guarter of
a milllon tled will be marketed at Rip-
ley this season,

Clreult ¢

the cat behind che

You

In  seazlon, with
Judge Reese Blizzard on the  bench.
Judge Bllzzard i= very popular in Jack-
gon county, and it (s the general sentl-
ment of the people that he deserves
something good at the hands of the Rre-
publiean party, and he will no doubt get
tt. ‘The ease on trial wag a pecullor one,
A woman named Golden married “Hod™
Bosworth in 1887, He left her with an
Infant <hilil to support. For several
years he was not henrd from namd eghe
ruppoecl he was dead. Finally sho
marrled Td. Reynolds, After three
monthe of marrled life he al=a loft her,
and now she has another babe o sup-
port. Then Boswaorth reappearad. He
nnd Reynolds and a woman who (18-
Nhked W consplred to have her sont to!
the penitentinry for blgamy, thus try-
Ing to seperate the mother from her
ehtldren. :

Proseentor Seamon was slek and conld
not handle the ecase, but his assistant,
J. M. Baker, s one of the youngest, as
well as ome of the most prom!sing mem-
bers of the Lar,  He handlad the ense
well, msgieted by X T, Stane, who, it
te gald, will b n eandidate for the of-
fiee of progeeuting attorney at the next
alection,

Ex-Progecullng Attorney Maorrls, of
Welnel econnty, whe now lleves on n
farm in Jnckson county, volunteoroed
to defend the woman without charpe,
ng did also ex-Clrenit Judpe V. 8, Arm-
strong and 0, A, Pavsons, Thoe latter
g the youngest member ot the bar and
N nrgumient to the Jury cansed a great
deal of comment, The jury relurned a
verdiet of not guilly,

Another enze whiceh attraels o great
Aeal of sttention Is that bronght by the
helrs of the Lo Henry J. Flesher, M1,
Fleaher at one time owned o vast deal of
property in this county, n large tract
In what is now the town of Ripley In-
eluded. . Now hils helrs elalm that he-
enuse of the setling aside of n will
feveral years apo and o serles of other
eomplieations, they own o fourth In-
tareat fnom whole bloelk In Rinley, At-
tornoyn limve beon employed and o
pretty legal fight is very lkely to oe-
our,

The newspaper fraternity at. Ripley
Ia eomyposial of o pleasant trla, H, W.
Dectn, of the Herald, hins lopz hind the

reputation of publlehing one of the hest
upera n the stode, and fow men hnve

done more for the Repubilean partys

Messrs, Woodwell and Prickett, of the
Mountalneer, Issue a pndieal Defoert-
| le organ,

——
De. Bull's Cowgh Syrnp Cares sore
coughs, 1L 1s

—_———

CASTORIA

For Infants end Children.
The Kind You Have Always Bought

Bonrs the o

7.
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And I

Women ponfide their-troubles to Mrs. Pinl.
ham and rely upon her advice,® -

Mrs. Pidkham's counsel is safe counsol,

Woman's life is a constant crisis, From
girlhood to womanhood, then to motherhinag
and so on to the perils of the "change of li{o."
The history of every step is on Mrs. Pinkham's
records thousands of times and her vast cx.
perience and confidential advice s at the free
disposal of every woman who writes to her for
aid. Her address is Lynn, Mass,

“Vour Medicine fs a Gorlsond??
' Virites frs. PRilllgs. "
#Dear Mrs, Prisnnam—I want to t'.'.n_g}:‘

you for what you have done forme. When

I wrote to you last June, I was almost a total:

wreek from female weakness, Iwastroubled

with irregnlar and painful menstrua-
tian, lencorrheea, bearing-down pains,
soreness, and swelling of abdomen; a6
pain atright and left of womb; head-
nche, beockache, mervousness, and
could neither cat nor sleep well.

“ Since aking Lydia'E. Pink-
ham's Vegetable Compound,

Liver Pills, and using your San- .}

etive Wash, I do not feel like

the same person.  Tam so glad * Negdl
that Ivrrote to you, for you have
helped me very much. My
nerves arce stronger and more
steady than ever before in my
life, ‘and my backache and ell
those terrible pains are gone.

Defore taking your medicine

Iweighed less than one hun- /g Tl

dred and thirty pounds. I . AFigelg

now weigh ‘one hundred gét Ly

and fifty-five pounds, My [&3 Nh i

friends say I look better ﬁ "‘-} 7

than they ever saw me, e

and I know that [ feel

better than I have for

a good many years. I

think your medicine isa

godsend to poor, weak ES
women."—[1rs. Carrie it

Phillips, Aana, [llinois.

8irs. Barnapd
Gured b

frs. Pinkiam.

** DEaR Frienn—1I feel
it my duty to express my f
gratitude and thanks to
you for what your med- 3
icine has done forme. I M
was very miserable and |
losing flesh very fast; had |
bladder trouble, flutter-
ing painsabout the heart
.end would get so dizzy
and suffered with pain-
ful menstruation. I was
reading in a paper about
Lydia E. Pinkham's
Vegetable Compoynd, so
I wrote to vou, and aftet
taking two botiles I felt
like & new person. Your
Vegetable Compound has
entirely cured me and [
cannot praise it enongh,”
.—Mrs. J. 0. Barnard,
Milltown, Washington
Co., Me.

The women of

America have in
Mrs. Pinkham a
. confidential friend !
~whose advice is al- iRls
ways at their disposal, free of"-.'chargc. The
knowledge that women only assist Mrs. Pink-
ham in her correspondence with women about
health, malces it possible for the full details
to be given, without hesitation,

- Rirs. Golsh Cuped of a Grezt AN¥ction.
“1 think it is my duty to write you what your wonderfal
medicine has done for me. I suifered with itching of the ex-
ternal parts fer six years, and was in miserv day and night.
I lost flesh and beeame weak, I tried c\:cr\'li:ing 1 could
think of. My husbaud wanted me to See a c‘.oc'mr, but [ conld
not consent to that,  Ho then wanted me try your medicine,
- and thls T agreed to do. I took Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vege
table Compound, also used the Sanative Wash, and am to-day
a changed woman, 1 am free from my misery, and can goto
bed and sleep like a baby, T ean work with comfart, and it
does not tire me as it did to wall, Your remedies have done
wonders for me, and cannot be praised enough, 1 would not
be without them,  They eured me of great aifliction, and
w}:y should they not cure others? 1 wonld adwvise every suffer-
ing woman to give them a trial."—Tlrs, 1. S, E. Colb, Bridge-
ton Center, e,

Ask Mrs. Pinkham’s Advice—A Woman
Bast_. Understands a Woman's ills.

Sobn J'-ri'('_rﬁ‘a’ ._f;-g;:.._ [ JJ,‘T-EE‘E::{{_:E-‘EI-_‘___‘
it}
) The Water
A o)s I8 Muddy..

Get a Water Filter
« for $2.35 and up at

John Friedel & Co.’s, usi




